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PREFACE 


That awful metrical necessity which critics call 
“free handling” or “poetic license” has con- 
strained me now and then to give two syllables to 
“My First” or “My Second,” instead of the ortho- 
dox one. The reader will pardon the heresy if he 
can, and will also condone those few lines in which 
inspiration demolishes syntax.* 


PB 5 eit 


*“ Negligence in_expression, often the consequence of a noble 
ardour.”— Grorce CampsBeELL: The Philosophy of Rhetoric. 


Vv 


PREFACE TO THE REVIVED EDITION 


There are persons who contend that, in a cha- 
rade, sigh and kissed, for example, may be com- 
bined to produce psychist: indeed this very com- 
bination has been effected in a printed book of 
charades. 

Such a mésalliance and such a hybrid the genu- 
inely charadical mind (which is quite different 
from the radical mind applied to charades) can 
only contemplate with pain, as an indignity border- 
ing on degradation. The reader of this volume may 
rest assured that its misspellings, if any, are born 
of frailty rather than of perversity, and that the 
author has striven to fortify every spelling with 
the approbation of at least one reputable person 
besides himself. 

Having artfully conducted the author into the 
same paragraph with degradation, I am moved to 
record his fervid hope that nothing in this volume 
need call a blush to any cheek but his own. 


py iB! 
Plymouth, Mass., September, 1926 
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I 


My First 
Would that again I were active and younger , 
Fresh, full of life in my vigorous legs, 
Quite unconcerned as to other folks’ hunger, 
All unacquainted with mustard and eggs. 


My Second 


Would that my paradox drew your attention; 
Then should I score a most palpable hit — 

I who, as noun, am the same as prevention, 

I who, as verb, am the same as permit. 


My Whole 
When I consider how awfully recent 
Mother’s bereavement in losing her spouse, 
Would that her present behavior were decent; 
Would that she saw what convention allows. 
I 


seoneeson denen entender tenderer f R I D D L E S See a a ee 


Il 


Some people think my first is unbecoming 

To all but the ridiculously young; 

Yet why should length of years be so benumbing 
To heart or hand or tongue? 

Why should not old folks dance and sing and caper, 
Or (like myself) produce rank foolishness on paper? 


Cesar Augustus may not have been fussy, 
Nasty, or superciliously formal; 

And yet, if anybody called him Gussie, 

It wouldn’t seem quite normal. 

He might indeed be reasonably vexed 

If Vergil (let us say) addressed him as my next. 


Now I may taste my whole, and so contrive it 
As to see nothing of resultant trouble, 

Again I taste it, and — if I survive it — 

See not at all, or double: 

Better distrust, as food, a thing whose essence 

Is squashy, damp, uncanny, luminous excrescence.* 


*Here, as elsewhere, the intelligent reader may discern in the 
author’s treatment of natural history (and of other history) a touch 
of latitudinarian spontaneity. 
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My First 


No man has ever made me out. 


My Second 


Prolonged depression marks my way. 


My Whole 
My true effect remains in doubt; 
Tis bad in pain and good in pay. 


Koreertendindertinintoedter geese tere f R I D D L E S | Seananenemmemeemamanand 


IV 


His sighs the gentle maiden heard; 

She heard his vows and prayers redouble: 
She ran, and never said a word; 

She was my first — that was the trouble. 


My second many a duke or earl, 

Or even laurelled Julius Cesar, 

Could ill afford to give his girl, 
However much he cared to please her. 


They stole my fortune, cursed my name, 
And put my house to basest uses; 

In compensation for the same 

They proffered meat without the juices. 


Miedondeedendndindee deren denser deren IN RHYME Fever ee 


V* 


My First 
Where Castilia’s lovely daughters 
Fan the summer air, 
By the Douro’s rippling waters 
Lies my castle fair. 


My Second 
Lock and double-lock the closet,— 
I can baffle you; 
I, the skeleton, because it 
“‘Is my nature to.” 


My Whole 
Where’s the orator that’s richer 
In his gift of tongues 
Than this humble little pitcher 
With the iron lungs? 


*'This charade and many others are reprinted with the permission 
of Charles Scribner’s Sons. 


5 


aero den tendered tee dentoe doef RIDDLES Ferree ene 


VI 


The sanguine youth in life’s expectant morn 
Leaps to his joy, as to the manner born; 

But thou, my first, with grave objection fraught, 
Canst check his zeal with sober second thought. 


Where trade, my second, throngs the busy mart; 
Where rise the trophies of mechanics’ art; 
Where freighted vessels dare the stormy sea, 

No tale so ponderous but is told by thee. 


Emblem of union, thy perfections round, 

My whole, near all but heathen lives are found. 
Thy plural gives the name to low estate, 

And decks the living pages of the great. 


Fete dirt nterdntnatteraer tee IN RHYME Fer reer 


vil 


My rolling first Italia knows; 

To find my second, count your toes; 
My third possesses hymnbook fame; 
My whole has won a mighty name. 


(Divide my syllables amiss 

And the result is simply this: 

My first and second argue force; 

My third a glutton did, of course; 

Mayors, bosses, chairmen of selectmen, 

And husbands who are not henpecked men — 
Each is my whole; and so has been 

Each President or King or Queen, 

All folks, in fact, whose force their foes felt — 
My whole, from Romulus to Roosevelt.) 
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Vill 


Soon as my second knew his wavering mind, 
The prince ill-fated to my first inclined. 
Transpose my second and my first, and lo! 
A vision fair whose cheeks with beauty glow. 


My third is “blasted with excess of light”; 

With bones of brass and tail of cedar dight, 

Ready to rend, to swallow, or to smite, 

Who shall withstand my whole in fierce and 
frenzied fight? 


Korte dededetintetertedingetee IN RHYME Fert rene 


IX 


“My first! My first!”? Lord Marmion cried, 
And then for ever slept. 

My second, when a lovely boy, 
A lovely temple kept. 

I looked upon my whole — I looked 
And turned away, and wept. 
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xX 
My First 


Bound on a voyage perilous and dark, 

I fleck the waters with my tiny bark. 
To famine, pestilence, and storm a prey, 
Imperious fool, I strut my little day. 


My Second 
‘Darkness which may be felt,” — ’twas Egypt’s 
doom 
Thus to be shrouded in a tactile gloom. 
Even so the winter months with me have dealt,— 
Mine is the darkness then which may be felt. 


My Third 

Mine is the task the tawny skin to keep; 
My bark is swallowed by the waters deep; 
On the stout farmer’s face my sign is found; 
My bark is scattered on the ruddy ground. 


My Whole 

A little island, what have I to boast 

But scanty acres and secluded coast, 
Provincial speech and basely gotten wealth 
And showy fashions and precarious health? 
Yet over continents my fame is whirled, 
The pride, the glory of the freeborn world! 

ie) 
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XI 


Arising, on the mountain side, 
I scorn the lowly grotto. 

Ascension is my life, my pride; 
Excelsior, my motto. 


Behead me, and behold the same 
Phenomenon surprising; 

And still I keep a rising name, 
Though nevermore arising. 


Behead me — like the slaughtered cock, 
I sing in mutilation; 

And sing though yet again you dock, 
And scorn decapitation. 


I am a good old Saxon word; 

No vulgar modern sham, I. 
My little story you have heard: 

I pray you guess — what am I? 


iat 
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Xl 


My First 
Bride of the prince who kept beleaguered Troy, 
She brought Astyanax, her lovely boy. 
The lovely boy beheld his father’s crest, 
And screaming to the nurse’s bosom pressed; 
And flashing-helméd Hector laughed to see 
The baby lord of Troy a slave to me. 


My Second 


Only a mother’s too indulgent eye 

One spot of whiteness in my breast can spy. 
Robber and parasite without remorse, 

I mount the starved and man-forsaken horse, 
Plunder, and fly, and lift my voice amain 
Till heaven reéchoes to the harsh refrain. 


My Whole 
A silent sentinel, unarmed I wield 
The sceptre of the richly fruited field; 
Mine is the staff the thrifty matron bore, 
And mine the robe and crown the fathers wore. 
Dauntless I stand, till autumn days are flown, 
And bow before the winds of heaven alone. 
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XIII* 


““Give me,” quoth I, “your daughter’s hand.” 
“Go! get my first!” he cried. 

But Love, who never had known my second, 
Upward and onward the lady beckoned. 
Then, reeling under a double weight, 

My charger sprang through the castle gate, 
And my whole had won his bride. 


* With the permission of Life. 
13 
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XIV 


My First 
My feet, which spread in every known direction, 
Are circumscribed, compared with my affection. 


My Second 
Remaining long in me, you can’t, so please you, 
Sustain a liberal view of those who tease you. 


My Whole 
Quick-moving, high-strung, wiry little fellow, 
I’m Roland, Oliver, or Punchinello. 
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XV 


My First 
I’m wood or stone or concrete gravel, 
And I’m a group of residences; 
I’m an impediment to travel 
And candidates for presidencies. 
Whatever work or space I take-up, 
There’s something solid in my make-up. 


My Second 


In sage, in fool, in class at school, 

In any house, at any table; 

Simple and soft, or, quite as oft, 
Most bonily impenetrable — 

All these am I, and, do not doubt me, 
No man can get ahead without me. 


My Whole 
I loathe all works on English Grammar 
I’m always cursin’ Rhetorics. 
In Cesar class, I stare and stammer 
And stick at Vercingetorix. 
Oh pedagogues, — why can’t you see? — 
You make no scholar out of me. 
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XVI 


The queen with beauty’s fatal gift accurst 
Calmly laid down my second on my first. 

Thus can the mind the body frail control, 
And every man be valiant but my whole 
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XVII 


The motor man, with shaking head, 
To the spruce conductor beckoned: 
““No use; no juice!” he sadly said; 
“My first will not my second.” 


Through winds and tides the good ship rides 
To the port where she desisteth; 
And | lie snug as a bug in a rug, 
An she go not where she listeth. 
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XVIII 


(From the New England Primer)* 
My First 


I cannot claim 
A perfect name. 


My Second 
I mind papa 
But not mamma. 


My Whole 


It wasn’t fair 
To cut my hair. 


*Without permission. 
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XIX 


My first we breathe upon the listening air 

In sorrow, sickness, rapture, love, and prayer, 

_ And sing it in our melodies devotional; 

And you and J, if we a finger jam, 

Employ my first, whereas they say that ““D — n” 
Is used among the recklessly emotional. 


My next, like Puck, encompasses the land 
With viewless and imaginary band. 

Tis boiling hot, or freezing cold, or medium. 
By such as this, and such embraces round 
(Chiastically placed) the earth is bound. 
(My pedantry, I trust, is free from tedium.) 


My whole I don’t know anything about, 
And yet uncontradicted may, no doubt, 

In modesty observe what I am next-to-say: 
To wit, that chemists and the like declare 
That if my whole would saturate the air, 
We all should jump and caper in an ecstasy. 


Fill me with this, and mark if I retire 

One step for famine, pestilence, or fire; 

Or seven-headed monster known to Patmos fear: 
For, if you see me waver in the least 

Before the brute (or any other beast) 

My whole is insufficient in the atmosphere. 
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XX* 


My first the enterprising youth 

Would gladly take a hand in. 

““Oh come my second,” cries mine host; 
“Bring all your merry band in.” 


My whole’s among the lovely things 
That skilful artists make in rings. 


* With the permission of Life. 
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XXI 


What time the huntsman winds his lusty horn, 
My first, triumphant, hails the rising morn. 


On thee, my comrade, loving, faithful, brave, 
Long may my second, undiminished, wave. 


Thy treacherous warmth, my whole, begets this 


warning: 
Woe to the wight that wooes thee in the morning! 
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XXII 


“THe CouRTIN 


When Zekle once the silence burst, 
And kissed his blushing bride, 

She looked my second, gave my first, 
And looked my whole beside. 
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XXIII 


On royalty itself my first may gaze, 
Yet loves the fireside better than the court. 
Sleep and the chase absorb his nights and days,— 
A patient hunter in a humble sport. 


In Eden whilom dwelt a happy pair 
(He was for valor formed and she for grace.) 
My next is half the man that wandered there; 
My next is still the foremost of its race. 


My third, the constant comrade of the fair, 
May “‘sport with Amaryllis in the shade, 

Or with the tangles of Nezra’s hair,”— 
Alas that none but women should upbraid!’”* 


Revile me not for dark and tortuous ways; 
Revile me not for long and vapory gloom. 
Of old I had my hospitable days, 
An awful refuge from a martyr’s doom. 


*They don’t so much as they did. 
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XXIV 


Go to my second, child of sloth — 
Not to my first, at least. 

Beware the union of them both: 
’Tis but a lying beast. 
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XXV 


What crimes, my first, are in thy name committed! 

I show my Holbein to some novus homo, 

Who — should he, think you, be despised, or 
pitied ? — 

Observes, ‘‘It ain’t so handsome as a chromo.” 


My second is as sure as death and taxes; 
Self-centred core of every mind organic. 

He won’t be driven out, and never slacks his 
Tormenting grasp and constancy Satanic. 


I know I need do nothing but forget it: 

The pill is small; my throat is large and hollow. 
It would go down itself, if I could let it: 

But I — Oh dear! — my third; I cannot swallow. 


A vegetable pachyderm, I flourish 

Where exercise my meagre meat may sweeten. 

In a small way, presumably, I nourish. 

At worst, with time — and sauce — I can be eaten. 
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XXVI 


’Twas my first — the scholars say so — 
Nicknamed P. Ovidius Naso. 

For this appellation hideous 

Pardon! Pardon! P. Ovidius. 


In her garden sweet and shady 
Softly singing goes my lady. 

In her bosom lies my whole; 
She’s my second, heart and soul. 
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AXVII 


Baleful and bright, across the Trojan plain, 

The avenging son of Peleus charged amain; 
Hephestus’ shield before his bosom spread; 
Hephestus’ plume tossed fiercely round his head. 
Woe to the town by Helen’s guilt accurst! 

What did great Hector then? Alas, my first! 


Breathing of chivalry and high romance; 

Of haughty Spain and pseudo-classic France; 

Of high-born Love by cruel Fortune crossed; 

Of kingdoms conquered for a lady lost; 

Of honor, shame, pride, scorn, hate, sorrow, rage, 
Behold my next, the splendor of the stage! 


Ah, what is man? The creature of a day — 
Pure morning, mellow noon, and eve’s decay. 
So sadly fares the unctuous glory spread 
To solace and to soothe his daily bread: 
Unsullied youth, and golden-tinted prime — 
My whole, alas, in all-embittering time! 
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AXVIIT 


Without my first you can’t respect the cloth; 

Without my next, you have no blood relations; 

Without my whole, the nurse that brings your 
broth 


Will hear her rude impatient’s objurgations. 
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XXIX 


My First 
Be it bloody revenge, be it quick repartee, 
Equivalent always is furnished for me; 
Without it I boast no existence at all; 
United we stand, and divided we fall. 


My Second 


Be you rich man or poor man, or beggar or thief, 
Or lawyer or doctor or Indian chief, 

Hungarian, Hottentot, Gentile, or Jew, 

I am always the same — and unchangeable too. 


My Whole 
Though beaten, thrice beaten, and beaten again, 
I draw the red blood of the bravest of men. 
Invincible soldiers my summons alarms; 
And sailors exultantly look to their arms. 
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XXK 


My first meanders over northern Italy; 

My next is found in no polite vocabulary; 

My third laments the fall of Adam bitterly; 
My whole adorns the city’s proud constabulary. 


(What if Italy and bitterly make a rhyme that’s 
revolutionary? 

You may trill the r; J will kill the r; for I won’t be 
elocutionary.) 
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XXXI 


My First and My Second 
I never liked that sneaking little Ishmael 
(Note that my variant i or h is lacking); 
I knew his upstart mother didn’t wish-me-well, 
And sent them both a-packing. 


My Third and My Fourth 
I used to flap and flap and flap across the knees 
Of Cicero cavorting with emotion, 
But not of patient, pebble-tongued Demosthenes, 
Or Pericles or Phocion. 


My Whole 


Through many a sparkling spring and sultry 
summer | 

Have ministered to Croesus’ sons and daughters, 

Brilliant in all my mammon and my mummery, 
Proud city of the waters. 
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XXXII 


My first the teamster’s cart will do; 
My second cleaves the waters blue; 
My whole is often in a stew. 
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XXXII 


Stung by the torments of the goddess cruel, 

My first and second, once a maid romantic, 
Now when the pain gave to her frenzy fuel, 

Cried ‘‘O my second!” in her anguish frantic. 
*T burn! I starve! No prayer of mine is heard! 

I cannot tarry, even to do my third!” 


Dark as the ocean when the clouds are lowering, 
Fierce as the burning of a tropic sky, 

Blue as the violet to the tempest cowering — 
So dark, so fierce, so blue — so strange am I. 

I shrivel, parch, and crack, yet not in vain: 
Proudly at last I triumph over pain. 
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XXXIV 


Break! Break! Break! 

My first, on the rocks and the sand. 

May I never be vexed for the want of my next 
In the grasp of a bountiful hand. 


Break! Break! Break! 

And shiver the ship on the shore — 

My whole shall abide on the top of the tide 
Till the wind shall blow no more. 
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AXXV 


My first, portentous goddess, at her birth 
With countless stars illuminates the earth. 


My next is off like arrow from the bow, 
When auri sacra fames bids her “‘Go!” 


All apparitions that can chill the soul 
Are found in thee, my horror-breathing whole. 
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XXXVI 


My first was the Puritan meeting a bishop; 
My next from the pool I should eagerly fish up — 
For to play it. 


My whole, when you writhe in the teeth of disaster, 


Or swallow in sadness the oil of the castor 
Will betray it. 
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XXX VII 


My First 
Black is the night, and black the wintry sky; 
Black is the orb of fond Xarifa’s eye; 
Black are the locks of Andalusia’s maids, 
The boding raven’s wing, the ace of spades, 
And traitors’ hearts, and mournful cypress trees: 
But I in blackness yield to none of these. 


My Second 
Hail, kindly Culture, rich in chaste delights, 
Who softenest the minds of brutish wights! 
No more the tender throat of maid or wife 
Is rudely threatened by the treacherous knife. 
Avaunt, Discourtesy, thou churl abhorred! 
I have redeemed the hospitable board. 


My Whole 
Through the hot noontide of a summer’s day 
The sweating farmer stacks the new-made hay. 
Strewing the breezes with a fragrance rare, 
He heaves the sunny burden high in air. 
The fields are glad; the skies serenely shine: 
The world is his today; the humble service mine. 
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XXXVIII 


If a chicken 

Droop and sicken, 

Ten to one it has my first. 
If a baby 

Cry, it may be 

That my second is the worst 
Ill he’s heir to; 

Yet it’s fair to 

Question whether in my whole 
(Out of season) 

Lies the reason 

Why his tears defy control. 
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XXXIX 


My first, a rival of the noble Isis, 
You find in every rational geography. 
My whole exposes many a painful crisis 
In this the great my second of photography. 
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XL 


My first is foremost in the selfish mind; 
My second, foremost in the marching throng. 
The two, in order natural combined, 
To Russia and to her alone belong. 
My third’s a humble tiller of the ground; 
My whole, a knight for chivalry renowned. 
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XLI 


My First 
Hail, foster-mother of our human race, 
With ample brow and solemn, melting eye! 
Thy graciousness is lovelier than grace; 
Pure is the cup of thy benignity. 


My Second 
And when thy feeble offspring trembling stands, 
Thy care and love my second part supply — 
Caressing tenderer than human hands, 
To soothe, to freshen, and to beautify. 


My Whole 
Let him who can, explore my hidden cause; 
Let him my devious courses turn who can; 
Art is but weak to grapple Nature’s laws — 
I wave rebellious on the brow of man! 


4I 


Meee eon doe doe en de deren dor donee R I D D L E S Da aaa a ee 


XLII 


My First and Second 


Fairest of southern isles, — 
Breezes capricious, 

Seas where the sunlight smiles, 
Grottoes delicious, 

Castles against the sky, 
Memories cruel, 

Cliffs rising bold and high, — 
Italy’s jewel. 


My Third 

Belle of the western fields, 
Tasselled by fairies, 

Me the rich brown earth yields, 
Pride of the prairies; 

Nursed by the sun and rain, 
Joy to the farmers, 

Earth’s golden-hearted grain, 
Chief of her charmers. 
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My Whole* 


Circling the whirling earth 
I overran it, 

When Nature gave it birth 
Cording the planet; 

Close as my lady’s glove, 
Light as her lace is, 

I, the round earth above, 
Spin through the spaces. 


P) 


* Astronomers and geographers are hereby warned (with sufficient 
respect) that this charade is not for them. As Dryden says of the 
ZEneid, it is addressed “in particular to men and ladies of the first 
quality, who have been better bred than to be too knowing in the 
terms.’’ If we all knuckle to Science, what hope has Literature? 
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XLII 


My first is a word of position; 
Combined with my second it means 
A locus of fiery perdition 

Which iron imperfectly screens. 


My whole is a pitiful creature: 
He cannot appreciate help; 

He has no respectable feature, — 
A graceless, contemptible whelp. 
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XLIV 


Behold my first, the red man false or true, 
The peaceful Ponca or the savage Sioux! 


Hark how my second, risen at break of day, 
Tunes on the oval shell her matin lay! 


My third, the symbol crude of speechless joy, 
Expands the features of the rustic boy. 3/“”" 


My whole, a nameless champion, staked his life 
To win a curious traitor for a wife. 
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XLV 


My First 
Write or read, you cannot dodge me; 
Not to know me is disgrace; 
Nor can you, nor yours, dislodge me 
From supremacy of place. 


My Second 


When she said the “curse” was on her, 
Left her loom and found her fame, 

It was I that fell upon her 

Though she spoke another name. 


My Third 
Aristocracy may vanish 
As the peasant hordes advance: 
I remain, for ever Spanish 
In the heart that loves romance. 


Poeta loquitur 
I can never make my verses 
With my whole, as others might. 
Consequently much the worse is 
Every blessed line I write. 


46 


Sree dedeederdendindorteedntiodee IN RHYME per er  eee 


XLVI 


Victim of broken vows and cruel malice, 
Encamped at Troy great Agamemnon lay, 
While, lighted on the roof-tree of his palace, 
The Erinyes howled by night and slept by day. 
Even so, my first, we mark thy weird delight, 
To sleep by day, to rend the air by night. 


When north winds blow and winter frosts are 
biting 

My second takes you, forehead, cheek, and chin. 

Where barroom fires are cosey and inviting, 

You take my second at the wayside inn. 

A paradox, but truth beyond a doubt,— 

My second’s hot within and cold without. 


The high-backed chair, the prim, unbending settle, 
The sombre clock, “‘the neatly sanded floor,” 
The purring cat, the softly singing kettle, 

The bunch of rosemary beside the door, 

The kitchen with a grateful fragrance filled, — 
My whole, a gentle herb, is here distilled. 
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ALVII 


At his chariot wheels the great Achilles 

To my first the noble Hector bound; 
Lashed his horses fiercely, sped my second, 
Trailing Hector’s body on the ground. 


On my whole the saint of sacred story 
Set his foot, triumphant as his sword. 
To his name be everlasting glory, 
Captain in the legions of the Lord. 


48 


ho how hoe hee akos alee des dee ddsoddse dee qlee eee { I N R H Y) M E } +1} 4s) onde oe ord oer op orp ore or) ode onde cede 


XLVII 


When giddy amateurs their powers engage 
To strut in tinsel glory on the stage, 
Behold the fitness of my every part 

For blushing buds of histrionic art: 


My first the conscious beauty dons with grace; 
My. second aids her, with admiring face; 

My third she takes among the actors’ parts; 
My whole she speaks to captivated hearts. 
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XLIX 


My first has weight; my second, humor. 
My whole I only know by rumor: 

Its tastes, they tell me, are aquatic, 

Its manners, lively and erratic. 
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L 


Love is my first, when youth and beauty tell it, 
Whispering soft in summer’s golden hours; 
Stern is my second, when the foe would quell it, 
Springing to storm its battlements and towers. 
Rare is my whole, as any priceless jewel: 

Hail to the town that knows superfluous fuel! 
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LI 


“A plague on my first!” may be suitably said; 
My second is useful to hide: 

With a rap of my whole and a sharp “‘Go to bed!” 
The strenuous parent may chide. 
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Lil 


Excelsior! Man lifts my first so high 
That nothing stands between it and the sky. 


Who fails to guess my second is obtuse; 
Tis literally and constantly in use. 


Without my third, or hindrance, or delay 
No human soul moves on from day to day. 


My whole a name, symbol of ages rude 

When private quarrel rose to public feud. 
Unhappy girl, to Love’s disaster born, 

How sweet soe’er the rose, all fatal was the thorn. 
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LIII 


My First 
A gay old boy, I take my joy ' 
In dances and carouses. 
I shun again the haunts of men, 
And very dear my spouse is. 


My Second 


The golden West in me is dressed; 
On fertile plains I flourish: 

And West and East both man and beast 
I liberally nourish. 


My Whole 


To many things Columbia brings 
A heart of pure affection — 

Her common schools, her army mules, 
Her doctrine of Protection, 

Her trotting horse, her Samuel Morse, 
Her flag that rules the sea; 

But deeper far the raptures are 
Her sons have felt for me. 
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LIV 


My shameless first the credulous youngster dazes; 

Soft on my next the maid responsive gazes; 

Spectral my whole through earth’s dark caverns 
blazes. 
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LV 


My first has many accomplishments, — 
A remarkably talented beast, — 

And his difficult grace in washing his face 
Is certainly not the least. 


My next is known for initiative 
Achieved from the moment of birth; 
From a year or a day it is never away, 
From air or ocean or earth. 


My third and my fourth old Sophocles 

Put into his every play. 

It has changed its abodes to elaborate odes, 
And there it remains today. 


My whole is horrid to write about 

And horrider still to go through: 

As I bid you good day, I hope and I pray 
It never may light on you. 
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LVI 


“My first!” the intrepid aviator cries, 
And takes my next to cleave the azure skies. 
My whole our proud patrician hearts despise. 
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LVI 


My First 
On me the merry little fays 
Dance, and sing their roundelays, 
When the moon is shining. 


My Second 


In me the thrifty farmer’s hoard, 
Store of golden grain, is poured, 
Free for my refining. 


My Whole 
Where the robins build their nests; 
Where the crickets chirrup; 
Where the horseman idly rests, 
Turning in the stirrup; 
Where the milkmaid swings her pail; 
Where the cheery little quail 
All the season whistles; 
Where the white and golden daisies 
Share the best of all our praises 
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With the purple thistles; — 

There the jolly lads and lasses 

Chase me through the waving grasses. 

In their headlong haste to catch me, 

Down they thrust their hands to snatch me: 
Through their fingers slipping, 

While they grope about to find me, 

I have left them far behind me, 

Flying, leaping, skipping. 
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LVI 


When I was admitted to my first, 

I thought my labor would be brief; 
Of aims my second was the chief; 
My future fame I had long rehearsed. 
But I found it hard to save my soul, 
Alas, I had struck a dear my whole! 
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LIX 


My First 
The forest knows me: with remorseless sting, 
To flesh of man or beast I fiercely cling. 


My Second 
The scholar knows me: when great Julius fell, 
With me he hailed the foe that loved him well. 


My Whole 
The traveller knows me: continent and sea 
Make ready way for him who cleaves to me. 
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LX 


My first was the heart of every ancient Roman; 

My next is a drawback to rovers of the sea; 

The youth who would turn every neighbor to a 
foeman 

Should ruthlessly practise until he masters me. 
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LXI 


My First 
The solid continent, the rolling sea, 
With all their treasures minister to me. 


My Second 
In gayest beauty decked, of haughty mien, 
I float majestic on the waters green. 


My Whole 
Anthropomorphous cure of human ills, 
Mine is a lowly home — I dwell in pills. 
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LXIl 


When Fortune frowns her very worst, 
A man of life immaculate 

Might be excused, if he my first 
Should now and then ejaculate. 


My second tumbles on its back 
And sticks with such tenacity 
As argues that its mind may lack 

Superior capacity. 


Cologne and Araby the Blest, 
The hut of him we Paddy call, — 
All these are of my whole possessed, 
With differences radical. 
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LXIIl 


Unwelcome warbler, slumber-slaying minstrel, 

My first, who shall thy shrill and raucous sins-tell? 

Even from my second to its last successor 

Cursed as the somnolent’s supreme oppressor. 

My third no farmer suffers within ten-yards 

Of dwellers in his agitated hen-yards. 

My whole belongs with savages and red men, 

With bows and hunting-knives and scalps and dead 
men. 
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LXIV 


My first, if frequently repeated, 
Implies a speaker self-conceited. 


Devotion to my third is reckoned 
A flagrant instance of my second. 


Would you have the voice of Spurgeon? 
Use my whole to keep it mellow. 
You will find the Russian sturgeon 
An accommodating fellow: 
He will give you all the sound 
Where the substance may be found. 
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LXV 


My First (Astronomical) 
Behold the monarch of the flock 
With twisted horn and curling fleece! 
I follow him — his motion mock — 
A hornéd enemy of peace. 


My Second (Sylvan) 
Where wanderers by the reedy edge 
Of forest waters idly rove, 
My voice arises from the sedge 
And echoes through the shady grove. 


My Whole (Philosophic) 
Though men rejoice in budding spring, 
Or sigh for lovely summer’s fall, 

One voice have I for everything, 
The loudest croaker of them all. 
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LXVI 


Within my first the message of devotion 
The good ship bears across the stormy ocean. 


My second breathes of peace, and sweetens labor, 
Or mingles music with the fife and tabor. 


““Ah! what a sound will rise— how wild and 
dreary,” 

When /olus awakes my sleeping whole! 

“What loud lament and dismal Miserere”’ 

So blasts the ear and agitates the soul? 
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LXVII 


My first makes a dent in the ground; 
My next makes a dent in the skin; 
With my third, ’tis a goal 

For the hand of my whole, 

Which he pokes surreptitiously in. 
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LXVIII 


My first and second lovely woman loathes, 
A foe alike to peace and health and beauty. 

In vain she wrings her hands and rends her clothes ;* 
She cannot shun inexorable duty. 


Eat beefsteak raw; drink Murdock’s Liquid Food; 
Sustain your nerves with “the delicious Ky-Lo,” 

You cannot lift my third; and no man could, 
From Irish Sullivan to Grecian Milo. 


My whole was once a soldier circumspect; 
Of word inviolate; of counsel deepish. 

His youthful steel was keen; his form, erect; 
His passive countenance, austerely sheepish. 


* Or “rends her hands and wrings her clothes”? — at the reader’s 
pleasure. 
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LXIX 


My First 
I’m a familiar little chappie, 
Although my name is Latin; 
And if you wish to keep me happy 
You mustn’t let the cat in. 


My Second 


I am a merciless oppressor; 

Tis I whose calls are hoots; 
’Tis I who stalk my predecessor 
And never hunt in boots. 


My Whole 
If as to me you're still in doubt, 
Your intellect is minus. 
It’s up to me to help you out: 
I’m sweet, and white, and vinous. 
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LXX 


Whether you make your corncake thick or make- 
it-thin, 
My first is a convenient thing to bake-it-in. 


In groans, in pzans, and in raptures amatory 
My next is irrepressibly exclamatory. 


Outward and back, to India’s strand, and China’s 
too 


My third is what the noble British liners do. 


Spite of my whole, the fiery steed of Lancelot 
Used, I suppose, to jump about and prance-a-lot. 
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LXXI 


If you take to swapping horses 
With a conscience not the worst, 
You must yield to Satan’s forces, 
And, whatever your remorse is, 
Give your money to my first. 


How my second climbs the mast-head! 
How he crouches in the box! 

How the giants — while they lasted — 
Found their machinations blasted 

By his sanguinary knocks! 


Ah, we moderns are but Vandals! 
The cothurnus and the soccus 
And the most becoming sandals 
Nowadays would only shock us. 
Once (before the age of Ruskins) 
When a youth took off his buskins 
Which distressed him by their tightness, 
Had your premature politeness 
Proffered him my whole’s assistance, 
You’d have better kept your distance. 
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LXXII 


My first, ’tis safe to say, is never out; 
My second and my third go out in doubt; 
My whole some people get put out about. 
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LXXII 


My First 
Bake! Bake! Bake! 
On the shining shore of the sea. 
With never a question of indigestion 
You gorge yourself with me. 


My Second 


Doubt! Doubt! Doubt! 
If the tongue and the heart agree, 

To the mind that hesitates speech necessitates 
Frequent use of me. 


My Whole 


Shout! Shout! Shout! 
The skipper afloat on the sea, 

The screaming eagle, the yelping beagle, 
They vex the heavens with me. 
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LXXIV 


Proudly I came to my foreign second; 

Long had I sought my goal: 

But the bubble burst, and I didn’t my first; 
For I had lost my whole. 
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LXXV 


“*Go, lovely rose,” he said, and sighed; 
‘Alas for human things accurst! 
Tell her, to tame her beauty’s pride, 
There’s not a rose without my first.” 
Hugged in my second’s fierce embrace, 
The stoutest wrestler stands aghast. 
Horror has blanched his manly face; 
The ruthless captor holds him fast. 


Our fathers called my whole my first, 
And still the old confusion lingers: 

Show me the pretty girl who durst 
Handle my first with gloveless fingers. 
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LXXVI 


With a pipe of my first in my mouth, 

Pray why should I ask for my next? 

I had much rather not meet a sensitive Scot 
With my whole, if he chanced to be vexed. 
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LXXVII 


My first succumbed at last to carking care; 
My second marks the orator who stumbles; 
My third and fourth combine, a stalwart pair, 
The architect’s support — until it tumbles. 
My whole in devastating hordes is found, 
Slowly and surely carpeting the ground. 
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LXXVII 


In my undivided name 

I am more than once the same. 

I am never fairly done; 

But I end as I’ve begun. 

Men and women, chanting sadly, 
Shout my first and second madly; 
Children follow, though the fact is, 
Tis a very scaly practice. 

I am dead — a truth unpleasant; 
Gone — unless in petrifaction, 

And my double call to action, 
“Act, act, in the living present!” 
Search the world, you cannot find me; 
I was squatty, not sublime: 

Yet I may have left behind me 
“Footprints on the sands of time.” 
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LXXIX 


Without my first, a single day 
Had brought to grief the one-hoss shay. 


Peggy and Madge and Margie — these 
My second’s sisters, if you please. 


The years advance; the moments fly; 
The seasons roll — among them I. 
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LXXX 


(Designed especially for foolish persons) 


If I were a very nice girl indeed, 

I shouldn’t care to be called my first. 

It might be bearable at the worst 

(A matter, perhaps, too small to heed 

For one who’s a very nice girl indeed) 

But, though I should never allow it to tease me, 
I’m free to confess that it would not please me. 


If I were the fellow who held the pass 

And put Thermopyle on the map, 

And otherwise rendered it quite historic, 

I should snub the impudent Persian chap, 

The very contemptible Persian ass, 

With manners painfully sophomoric, 

Who ventured to split my name in two 

And with half of it (my second) saluted 

The man who his royal path disputed 

(I call him an ass, and so would you). 

My body, no doubt, might be bisected; 

My name shall for ever remain protected. 
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If I in Spain were a gay grandee 

And had at my bidding Spanish galleons, 

And set my sail on the shimmering sea, 

With my armored knights and my Arab* stallions, 
In search of a suitable girl to marry me, 

My whole is what would probably carry me. 


*Any reader who is disturbed by a suspicion that these horses 
were not strictly Arabian is permitted to substitute “‘Barbary.” 
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LXXXI 


Tue Go.tpen AGE 
(For Students of Shakspere) 


Long, long before great Zeus’s birth, 
When Saturn reigned, and Rhea, 
When Justice tarried on the earth, 
That prim old girl Astrea, 
Those were the golden ages then. 
Alas, they are my first, and cannot come again! 


Of all that’s innocent and gay 
Those ages are symbolic; 
For life was then, by night or day, 
One long, continuous frolic. 
Then were my second never seen, 
When shepherds piped to maidens tripping on 
the green. 


Unsown the corn and barley grew 
In flowery meads delightful; 
Unharmed the little songbirds flew; 
No living thing was spiteful; 
Till the blind god was born above: 
Then woe to weary wights more than my whole 
in love! 
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LXXXII 


My First 
I set my seal on every food 
That tickles palates human. 


My Second 
In me and mine the maiden rude 
Becomes the lovely woman. 


My Whole 
In shout on shout of battle-rout, 
And shot to shot replying, 
A cherished friend, I cheer the end 
Of wounded warriors dying. 
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LXXXIII 


My first is, was, and ever will be had 
Where enterprising man has wit to guess it; 
My second makes the seasick landsman glad, 
What though he lack the courage to confess it; 
My whole on shore is never long at ease, 
But fain would live a rover of the seas. 
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LXXXIV 


Prone on the grass young Strephon lies, 
And gazes in his Chloe’s eyes, 
And smooths her rippling hair. 

“Never was lover half so true 

As I, sweet girl, have been to you — 
Give me my first, my fair.” 


“‘Bozzaris with the storied brave,” 
Rests proudly in a hero’s grave 
For bards to glorify. 
Wider renown my second claims, 
“One of the few, the immortal names, 
That were not born to die.” 


My whole with cunning skill contrives 

To save our money and our lives; 

Yet Love, whose eyes are dim — 
That disrespectful little elf, 
Ridiculous enough himself — 

Has always laughed at him. 


87 


Kiedordeedeedentendenderdie die ter dort R I D D L E S Fee ene 


LXXXV 


I can’t go so high as my first; 

To go on my next is imprudent. 

My whole -— I don’t know it; I’m neither a poet 
Nor an ornithological student. 
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LXXXVI 


Please to consider my portions reflectively, — 
Here are my first and my second respectively: 
Symbol of nothingness, empty inanity; 

Type of mortality, half of humanity. 


Split me, and note that my loss of totality 
Seems to involve an excessive formality; 
Give me again my original unity, 

Scorn me not then with the hope of impunity. 
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LXXXVII 


I build a castle in the air, 
Alas! upon reflection 
My first is sure to enter there 
With commonplace objection. 
As falls my second when a lady fair 
Unbinds the fillet of her streaming hair, 
My airy castle falls: no power can stop it; 
No architect can raise my whole to prop it. 
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LXXXVII 


“My first!” — ’Tis Duty whispers low — 
**A stitch in time will save your woe.” 
The gilded youth who hears the word 
Replies, ““My second and my third!” 
Better the ragged wretch my whole 
Than gilded youth with tarnished soul. 
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LXXXIX 


My First 
Wafted from Persian seas by favoring wind, 
Type of the wealth of Ormus and of Ind; 
Or where the Caribbean surges roar, 
And hurl their foam on old Jamaica’s shore; 
Borne in the storm-tost bark, the waves I span, 
To warm and stimulate the inner man. 


My Second 


On Dives’ golden table I am found, 
And ragged Lazarus eats me from the ground: 
The sure concomitant of human life; 
The pride and glory of the farmer’s wife; 
The food of continents since time began; 
The strong support and valued friend of man. 


My Whole 


Delight of children, whose untutored thought 
As yet no richer nutriment has sought, 

Though pampered taste thy modest sweets 

despise, 

And gourmands view thee with disdainful eyes, 
Fashioned by cunning hands and baked with skill, 
My whole, ‘“‘with all thy faults, I love thee still!” 
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XC 


(For scholars only) 


My first and my second in order combined 
No Roman — ’tis singular — ever declined. 


The hero beloved from the south to the north 
Could be anything else but my third and my fourth. 


My whole is peculiar, but not too remote 
For Worcester and Webster and Murray to note. 
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XCI 


(Take either A or B) 
A 
My First 
You may not see the reason why 
Till careful study discloses 
The seemingly insignificant I 
Am the better half of Moses. 


My Second 
With suddenly irresponsible joy 
The little dog went ecstatic; 
He shook with glee, as he sighted me 
Celestially acrobatic. 


My Whole 
I am a city of evil fame 
And foreigners all should fear me; 
Where plots are patched and massacres hatched — 
Nobody wise comes near me. 
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XCI 


B 


My first is Moses’s better half, 

By alphabetical mathematics; 

My second made a little dog laugh 

By unbecoming acrobatics; 

My whole is a city of crime and dread 
Which ruthless robbers have painted red. 
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XCII 


My first, the meanest thrall by man possessed, 
Spurned at the door, downtrodden and oppressed. 


Fond Amaryllis bids her lover take 
My next and keep it for the giver’s sake. 


Get thee to bed! What though I meet thee there, 
Clad in a linen sheet, with matted hair! 
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ACI 


My first is the way the weasel went; 
My second is one of the old Divinities; 
My whole is a tree of Lombardee 
With various foreign affinities. 
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XCIV 


My First 
So soft and sensitive, yet withal 
In fulness of time so strong! 


My Second 
So fragile and delicate-limbed and small, 
Intrepid I climb the precipitous wall; 
Or over the quivering cheek I crawl 
And sing an infernal song! 


My Whole 
Out of the darkness, into the light, 
Bursting my prison; 
Fairy-beautiful, rainbow-bright, 
Into the sunshine, out of the night, 
Joy! Iam risen! 
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XCV 


My First 
My trusty crew may well escape disasters 
Besetting other men who serve two masters.* 


My Second 


My neighbors on both sides are well connected, 
And most of my relations are respected.** 


My Whole 


Though picturesque and swarthily romantic, . 
My countenance inspires emotions frantic; 

Despite my hardships and my perilous labors, 
I’m cursed with unappreciative neighbors.*** 


* The joke which ornaments the second line, | 
Though good, is not originally mine. 


** As every sympathetic eye will see 
This joke belongs exclusively to me. 


*** This quatrain, touching terrors that appal 
My trivial mind, contains no joke at all. 
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XCVI 


My First 
The lonely sky has heard my cry 
Of ecstasy intense; 
In frenzied fights I hold my rights, 
Though often on the fence. 


My Second 
In sleep and ease, in seething seas, 
You find me if you look; 
In every place I show my face, 
In every printed book. 


My Third and Fourth 
The villain’s knife that takes a life, 
The dauntless Roman Three, 
The wounded fox, the slaughtered ox — 
Each one of these are we. 


My Whole 
The masses howl; the classes growl; 
Their quarrels come — and pass — 
Nor worry me, who chance to be 
And unimpassioned class. 
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AXCVII 


My first is a sort of conjunction. 
With part of my second its function 
Was death to a queen. 


My next, a professional writer: 
No swordsman has steel that is brighter, 
More cuttingly keen. 


And he who my whole would resemble 


Shall find himself all of a tremble 
And shadily green. 
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XCVIII 


My first was born in a garden, 
And, centuries manifold, 

It uses its strength to harden 
The hearts of young and old. 


My second yawns between us 
And all that we long to be. 
Poor slaves of Plutus and Venus, 


A feeble folk are we. 


Into Mother Earth’s recesses 
Where the air is dark and thick 
The hardy explorer presses 

To my third, and takes his pick. 


Who circles the earth and ocean 

Shall find a port in me, 

With the thrill and the yearning emotion 
Of the magical Orient sea. 
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XCIX 


My first with my second makes an excellent 
beginning; 

My third is undesirable unless a man is winning; 

My whole is pretty widely known; and many 
men can read it; 

And all men of letters emphatically need it. 
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C 


My First 
The gap that severs word and fact 
No common mortal can contract; 
I feel no great surprise 
That I, who centuries ago 
Indubitably meant to know, 
Fell short of being wise. 


My Second 


From first to last it is my mission 
To live in constant opposition 
To everything proposed. 
By prosy people I am hated, 
Nor is my cussedness abated 
Till all discussion’s closed. 


My Third 

I am original with man: 
He only could, he only can, 

Such power as mine create, 
To feed the flames of fierce desire, 
To spread, a devastating fire. 

Ay, truly, man is great! 
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My Whole 


The Has-beens, shaking in their shoes, 

Denounce my socialistic views, 

And all my orators abuse 
As freaks of human kind; 

Call me a state of rotten schemes, 

Of crazy communistic dreams; 

And all the while, themselves, it seems, 
Are in a state of mind. 
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CI 


You may be scorned, you may be whipped, 
You may be cooked and eaten; 

But if with manhood you’re equipped, 

You never can be beaten. 

Nor Hannibals nor cannibals, 

Nor devils at their worst, 

Have overthrown who stands alone 

And calmly says ‘‘ My first.” 


Whether to be or not to be was painfully perplexing 
To Denmark’s prince, who ever since 

His critics has been vexing; 

And even they refuse to say 

(They too are sore perplexed) 

Whether or not it was his lot 

To be or not — my next. 


“On hospitable thoughts intent” 
The mother of us all 
Was beautifully innocent 
Before her husband’s fall: 
But all in vain; for Brother Cain 
And subsequent events 
Produced my whole, a wandering soul 
With hostile thoughts in tents. 
106 


Ker doeden denen de dn derdordeen donde ef I N R H YM E Ferree remem eee 


CII 


My First 
If you boil me, you will spoil me. 


My Second 
Boiling is my lot. 


My Whole 
From me streaming liquor gleaming 
Hits the thirsty spot. 
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Cli 


Near the last rose of summer my first may be seen; 

My second rolls wide through the fields of Turin; 

My third is as black as its neighbor reviled; 

My fourth is the earliest lore of the child; 

My fifth made the Roman girls pluck up their 
gowns; 

My whole is a monster who tents in the towns. 
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CIV 


My first had “‘one wide river to cross”; 

For mortals a gain in my next is a loss; 

If blasted or blighted or scornfully slighted, 

If badgered in body or sickened in soul, 

If hanged or beheaded or wickedly wedded, 
You cannot escape my whole. 
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CV 


““Come my first,” the urchin cried, 
My soft rebuke deriding; 
“Come, my next,” the poet sighed, 
““Winter’s long abiding.” 
He who knew not night from morn 
Hailed my whole “‘of heaven first-born.” 
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CVI 


My First 
I am better in pairs than alone. 


My Second 


I am often infernally blown. 


My Whole 
For a hen or a hat (not a doubt as to that) 
I am quite universally known. 
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CVII 


Great Phidias, in the day of Athens’ pride, 

As scholars, chroniclers, and bards have told, 
Fixed in the warrior maiden’s temple wide 

A glorious form of ivory and gold. 
Our age, my first, with thee must rest content, 
Her sole chryselephantine monument. 


Deep in the hollow bowels of the earth, 

Where Humphry’s light a feeble glimmer yields 
And Pluto’s dark abodes reveal their worth, 

The miner’s blackened arm my second wields. 
The startled gnomes in wonder catch the sound, 
And fly to farthest caverns of the ground. 


The feast is done; the creature of a day, 

My whole, absorbs the thought of every guest. 
Its transitory yet triumphant sway 

Freedom of speech has ruthlessly suppressed, 
While man awaits beside the brimming bowl 
“The feast of reason and the flow of soul.’’* 


* Readers who take offence at the picture of society in this stanza 
will find the subject treated more elegantly in the Appendix. 
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CVI 


My lady my first my second my whole 
In a gown of satin sheen; 

So shall these three successive be, 
With never a word between. 
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CIX 


My First 
Some busy little gardeners 
Have found me cold and cruel; 
But in my head the poet said 
I wear a precious jewel. 


My Second 
In me a startling paradox 
Your kind attention begs: 
Devoid of feet I stand complete 
With three substantial legs. 


My Whole 
Tread lightly in the forest glades 
Nor mar my shade and sheen; 
For careless feet destroy the seat 
Of fairy king and queen. 
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CX 


My First 
My limestone cottage crashes round my head, 
And I come peeping forth, to seek my bread. 


My Second 
Pray give me men to follow me, and then 
I am content; my prayer is done. Amen. 


My Third 
Through British fields I pour my waters brown 
Where Romans camped and Roman ramparts 
frown. 


My Whole 


I love my neighbor man’s endearing word, — 
Confiding, cheerful, busy little bird. 
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CXI 


My first at least suggests dubiety; 

My next comes first in strict propriety; 

My third and fourth united sing 

‘God save the King! God save the King!” 
Without the least variety 
Or symptom of satiety. 


As for my whole, it used to roll 
On ravished ears, like thunder; 
But nowadays we like to praise 
Speakers who keep it under. 
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CXII 


I am the lovely flower which once the famed 

Hero of old romance unconscious named: 

“My first!” and then, even in the selfsame breath, 

“My second, third, and fourth, I am thine till 
death!” 
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CXIll* 


I gave him my first when he left me; 
Of money he’d almost bereft me: 
Yet he seemed to be vexed, 
For he went in my next. 
(I was sadly perplexed.) 


When my lady entranced all beholders 

As my whole hung in grace on her shoulders, 
People said, “‘”Tis enough! 
He will do for her muff.” 
(We were both in a huff.) 


* In feminine costume a little behind the time. 
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CXIV 


My first the young idea’s proudest tutor; 
My second, an incorrigible rooter; 

My third and fourth, a pronoun unspecific; 
My whole, a wood, potentially magnific. 
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CXV 


Over the hills and far away, — 

Rest and sport for a king, — 

With the rhythmic beat of my horse’s feet, 
Into my first I swing. 


On, to my next the man they love, 
On, to his resting place, 

March the men who never again 
Shall look upon his face. 


To and fro my pilgrims go 

Over the dales and dells; 

And happy the ear that is wont to hear 
My soft and solemn bells. 
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CXVI 


My first will come out with the night; 
On my second the sailor shall be, 

As he steers with my first in his sight 
To my. whole, which is right on the sea. 
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CXVII 


(For scholars only) 
A younger bard could tell you better 
All that my first expresses; 
For I, innumerable times, 
Have introduced it in my rhymes; 
Be it beginning, end, or middle, 
It forms a part of many a riddle. 
And yet ’tis but a single letter 
Which everybody guesses. 


If I had been a Roman youth 

And Duty whispered low, 
My second and my third combined 
Would represent my state of mind. 
(Note that a solitary word 
Combines my second and my third. 
This is a most important truth 


As Stanza III will show.) 


If I were of the Sunny South 

And lineage Ethiopic, 
This little word, alone and sole, 
Would represent my larger whole. 
As I and all my friends would say it 
(As men and animals would play it) 
*Twould make me water at the mouth, 

This appetizing topic. 
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CXVIII 


When I asked my first to have me, 
I had rashly reckoned; 

Instantly my lady gave me 

Ten beside my second. 

Still shall she my fate control — 
Doomed to live and die my whole. 
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CXIX 


Man fain would keep my first; alas the day! 
It turneth pale and hasteneth away. 

Great Cezesar’s laurels hid the loss he bore, 
A loss the vengeful prophet knew of yore. 


Bright as the “‘gem of purest ray serene,” 

My new-made second — firm, erect, and keen. 
I.xposures tarnish; straining burdens bend; 
To earth it falls, and no man knows its end. 


O lovely woman, thou who canst forgo 
Prosperity, and smile on frowning woe; 

Bear sorrow, sickness, death, yet not repine — 
Without my whole what happiness were thine? * 


* She gets on better without it than she did. 
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CXX 


A sable cloak for feathered biped, 

My first; my next implies possession. 
My whole is circular and striped, 

And subject to acute depression. 
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CXX]I 


Of all the evils harassing 
With which mankind is cursed 
But few are more embarrassing 
Than absence of my first. 


In positive security 

My second’s fate is fixed; 
In everlasting purity 
Eternally unmixed. 


The wealth of Ormus and of Ind 
(Which Mr. Milton notes) 

Is hers about whose form is pinned 
The produce of my goats. 
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CXXII 


My First 


I separate two words. 


My Second 


I separate two jaws. 


My Whole 


Through stars and suns the planet runs 
Obedient to my laws. 
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CXXII 


My first and second, symbol of contention, 
In peaceful minds arouses apprehension 
Of disconcerting fact. 
Its attitude is constant and contrary, 
(Resembling that of horticultural Mary 
In tact.) 


My third is partial to a forward leaning 
That always definitely helps its meaning 
(Which otherwise is small), 

A useful article, and no rehearsal 
Does justice to its service universal 


Atco 


My third and fourth (or last) in combination 
Cover a field of damning desolation, 
A wasteful tract indeed; 
And little thinks the proud profuse transgressor 
What means it to some poorly paid professor 
To read. 
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Though young folks nowadays don’t care a copper 
Whether the things they do and say are proper 
Or scandalously fast, 
Yet, I suspect, the modern escort dapper 
Might draw the line at egae his pet flapper 
My last. 


I must confess that I incline to step on 
The man who makes my whole his constant 
weapon, 
The antithetic wit. 
Vile victim of his vicious verbal tilting 
I suffer long, till weary, wan, and wilting, 
I quit. 
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CXXIV 


’T was at my first I bought it, 
And excellent I thought it; 

But down it went, and I repent 
The bitter day I sought it. 


My second, third, and fourth combined 
Produce the worst disgraces 

That shrewd investigators find 

In divers sacred places. 


(To spare myself by packing three 
In stanzas where but one should be 
May seem to the illiberal soul 

A flagrant instance of my whole.) 
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CXXV 


*T was in my first Lars Porsena 
Approached the Dauntless Three; 


My second heads a course-in-a 
Beginner’s A-B-C; 


My third precedes a force-in-a 
Battalion proudly marching; 


My whole’s without a horse-in-a 
Stupendous desert parching. 
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CXXVI 


I cannot sing my first so well 

As Wordsworth or as Shelley can. 

The reason I will frankly tell: 

Tis pretty hard 

For any bard 

To praise a bird 

He never saw or heard. 

(E.g., I could not celebrate a pelican: 

I only know it is long-billed and altruistic, 

And makes with Shelley can a creditable distich.) 


Nor do I know my second much. 
Some cavalier more elegant 
(And truly there are many such) 
Who goads a horse 
Without remorse, 
And will not own 
That he was ever thrown, 
Can sound my second’s praise as even 
Shelley can’t — 
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Lord Marmion, perhaps, who “turned and 
dashed the rowels’’; 

Some wight with neither fear nor mercy in 
his bowels. 


My whole’s a flower of lovely hue, 
Enough to make a Shelley glad. 
*Tis red and blue and purple too, 


And grows in spikes 

That everybody likes, 

And would be perfect if a smell it had. 

(Perhaps if it were just the merest trifle sweeter, 
I could write two lines more and satisfy the metre.) 
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CXXVII 


In quite unsympathetic manner 
Into my seething first the tanner 
Plunges the ox’s hide. 


Long as my life upon the planet, 
I was my next when I began it. 


And changeless I abide. 


He who is blest with understanding 
Rises to Duty’s stern commanding 
And answers with my third. 


Rome is my whole in papal story, 


Rome in her medieval glory, 
Summed in a single word. 
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CXXVIII 


My First 
The diligent schoolboy beginning his Greek 
Has made my acquaintance in less than a week. 
Geometry calls him — dull grammar, adieu! 
Behold I inhabit geometry too! 
Thus secular study is busied about me; 
Yet piety never existed without me. 


My Second 


Oh lonely and sad was the close of my life. 
Alas that I could not look after my wife! 

She lost all her freshness, grew lumpish, and lo! 
She was rigid in death, I was wretched in woe. 
Nor might I the cup of her bitterness brook, 
But in terror her motionless form I forsook. 


My Whole 
My boat is alongside; the ladder is lowered; 
The passengers cheer as I clamber aboard. 
With streamers all dancing aloft in the sun, 
Past lighthouse and fortress we merrily run. 
No king on the earth but is second to me, 
Who bend to my bidding the queens of the sea. 
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CXXIX 


**Oft in the stilly night” 
When Morpheus fain would try us, 
We hear my first, a thing accurst, 
A-coming swiftly nigh us. 
Some of us swear, but you’re aware 
I do not think it pious; 
My conscience says it isn’t right 
To use bad language in the night. 


Beside the shady stream 
When, languid, I am lying, 
Unnumbered legs my second pegs 
Across my hand — how trying! 
Some men would shriek, but that is weak 
(And not so safe as flying). 
My feeling is that it would seem 
A timid thing in me to scream. 


In Gentile or in Jew, 
In town, or city spacious, 

My whole you meet in every street — 
I wouldn’t be ungracious. 

A bow polite will set you right; 
You needn’t be veracious: 

I think it doesn’t always do 

To say precisely what is true. 
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APPENDIX 


(A Substitute for Stanza III of Charade CV II *) 


See the brave darling of the gay saloon, 
In raiment glittering as the sun at noon. 
His diamond shirtpin flashes from afar; 
His fingers clasp the Agnes Booth Cigar; 
His hyacinthine locks are black as coal; 
His lips are parted, and reveal my whole. 


* For such readers as take offence at the low view of society 
set forth on p. I12. 
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XXXVIII. 


ANSWERS 


Ham-let 
Fun-gus 
In-crease 
Shy-lock 
Don-key 
But-ton 
Po-ten-Tate 
Be-he-moth 
On-ion 
Man-hat-tan 
Arising 
Scare-crow 
Out-law 
Pup-pet 
Block-head 
Block-head 
Car-go 
Sam-son 
O-zone 
Muff-in 
Cock-tail 
Hand-some 
Cat-a-comb 
Couch-ant 
Art-i-choke 
Nose-gay 
Ran-cid 
Nap-kin 
‘Tat-too 
Po-lice-man 
Sara-toga 
Dump-ling 
Jo-dine 
Surf-ace 
Night-mare 
Grim-ace 
Pitch-fork 
Pip-pin 
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Cam-era 
I-van-hoe 
Cow-lick 
Capri-corn 
In-grate 
Lo-hen-grin 
A-ban-don 
Cat-nip 
Drag-on 
Rig-ma-role 
Gram-pus 
New-castle 
Rat-tan 
Cap-u-let 
Buck-wheat 
Flam-beau 
Cat-a-strophe 
Up-start 
Grass-hopper 


I-sin-glass 
Bull-frog 
Bag-pipe 
Pick-pock-et 
Washing-ton 
Mus-cat 
Pan-o-ply 
Boot-jack 
In-jury 
Clam-or 
Pass-port 
Bug-bear 
Clay-more 


ANSWERS 


Cat-er-pillar 
Do-do 
Nut-meg 
Gal-leon 
Over-shoes 
Can-teen 
Had-dock 
Lock-smith 
Sky-lark 
O-men 
But-tress 
Mend-i-cant 
Ginger-bread 
Pecu-liar 
Mos-cow 
Mos-cow 
Mat-tress 
Pop-lar 
Butter-fly 
Brig-and 
Cat-e-gory 
As-pen 
Sin-gap-ore 
Alpha-bet 
Wis-con-sin 
No-mad 
Tea-pot 


Hip-po-pot-a-mus 


Dam-age 
Off-spring 
Leg-horn 
Tooth-pick 
Sat-in 
Toad-stool 
Chick-a-dee 
Or-a-tory 
O-Leander 
Tip-pet 
Ma-hog-any 
Canter-bury 
Star-board 
O-possum 
Her-mit 
Hair-pin 
Tar-get 
Cash-mere 
Or-bit 
Anti-the-sis 
Par-simony 
Car-a-van 
Lark-spur 
Vat-i-can 
Pi-Lot 
Hum-bug 
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